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Gallus would be a better poet yet. Poor Catullus coughing
blood. He moaned feebly and heard a sound on the other
side of the curtain. Though he didn't know it, the sound
came from a slave-girl posted to call Gytheris when he awoke,

He drew back his head into the covert of sleep, fading into
a half-dream. He was hiding from the searchers, under a
bed, a cavern of maidenhair, under the boughs of a forest
rifted with light, running; and a panther leapt at him, but
missed. Gallus laughed, knowing that he was dreaming,
and yet believing the dream. He was sure he had forgotten
to take his mother home, though she was dead five long
years. Someone pounded on the rock, breaking into the
cavern; and his head pained.

Cytheris was standing over him. He opened his eyes and
remembered, but did not dare speak first. She also seemed
shy. At last she said, "How do you feel this morning?"

"Better, much better," he babbled, finding his voice and
then unable to control it. "How can I thank you? You
ought to have had me thrown out. It was unforgivable.
I can't imagine what you thought of me-----"

She silenced him by placing her finger on his lips. "Don't
exhaust yourself. I have some medicine here that will help
you. You'll sleep again and awaken refreshed." She took
up a small crystal phial and poured out six drops through the
tiny spout; then she held the cup to his lips. "It's bitter
but there's a little wine in the cup."

He pushed the cup aside, not wanting to lose her presence
yet. "Why are you so good?" His voice, meant to be
pleasing and tender, sounded querulous. He wanted her to
make some reference to his declaration of love; for that, and
that alone, he recalled of what he had said. She knew what
was in his mind, and dreaded him speaking.

"Drink," she said, gently,

"But you don't even know my name." He was affronted
by her impersonal solicitude. She treated him merely as a
patient,'not as a man who had dramatically declared his love
for her*

"Your name is Cornelius Gallus.    I know."

He was blissfully satisfied by her remark, and drank the
potion down noisily, held tip by her arm behind his back*